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through glasses, saw only six penguins flapping their wings
on the snow slope. With a land of sick despair we saw her
turn away to port, showing us her three masts and tapering
bow. In that landscape, with nothing by which to judge
size or distance, that mistake was .very easy. It was almost
exactly a year since we ourselves in the Bay of Whales had
made the converse of it. We had taken penguins for human
figures. As the Penola passed away from us, veiled by flying
mists, we stood still upon the snow slope and looked blankly
at, one another. And the brazier, having devoured the last
penguin skin and sent it up the mountain side in unregarded
smoke, flickered and went out.
Old Matheson fetched it down again and lit it. He
disinterred some seal meat and washed it in a pannikin of
water. Then he took the fresh-water bucket and tramped
away up the beach to the dripping ice cliff to fill it. What
was the use of standing about gaping? He had no time to
waste on hope deferred. There was work to be done and
the sight of him silently and imperturbably doing it roused
us from the gloom which had suddenly rushed upon us like
a dark flood. We cleared the snow away from the roof of
the shelter and spread our wet clothes upon it to dry in the
pale sun. We carried some large stones a little way up the
snow slope and built a cairn on which we set up two crossed
oars. While we were doing these things our eyes were
continually turned towards the sea. The Penola was far out
now and hull down, diminishing towards the north-east, but
in the direction in which she was heading we suddenly saw a
new and unfamiliar shape grow up from the horizon, a shape
of speed and power, a man-of-war.
We dropped the stones we carried and gaped again open-
mouthed at this apparition. The stones rolled away down
the slope to the beach again.
"The Ajaxl"
A light winked from her upperworks. And now the bay
seemed to be full of ships for, over the tops of the icebergs,